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Who was my father? Was my mother known as a loose woman?
Was my mother diseased?

He received grades of A and B for his first semester,
worked during the Christinas vacation, and returned to the
University. However, in a few weeks he saw that it was a
hopeless struggle. It has long been rumoured that he left
the University because he submitted a short-story manu-
script to an English professor who scrawled across the
margin the Greek equivalent for the word "junk." The real
reason is more prosaic: John London, who had been granted
a pedlar's licence because he was a Civil War veteran, and
who was peddling pictures from door to door in Alameda, was
in frail health and could not earn a living for himself and
Flora. Jack undertook the responsibility. If it had not been
for the lack of money there is reason to believe that he would
have continued to study at the University, that he would
have published articles and stories in The Occident, perhaps
even have had the patience to fulfil the academic require-
ments and graduate.

Despite the fact that the family was in desperate need, he
took a last gamble before he went out to seek another
manual-labour job. He decided that since he eventually was
going to be a writer, the best thing he could do was sit down
and write. Maybe he would sell something. Maybe he
would be able to support his family, earn more than the
current dollar a day being paid in the labour market. For
five years he had been reading widely, discussing widely,
filling and firing his brain, formulating his ideas, seeing
unforgettable pictures of nature in beauty and stress and
storm, and working and adventuring shoulder to shoulder
with men from all nations. The time had arrived to give
back some of his treasure trove.

Once again he locked himself in his room. He composed
steadily for fifteen hours a day, day after day, pouring out
ponderous essays, scientific and sociological tracts, short
stories, humorous verse, tragic blank verse, and elephantine
epics in Spenserian stanzas. In the flush of his first creative
fervour he forgot to eat; he said that tl;ere n^ver vyas 3,